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in the abyss

of the darkness of your heart.

Lives, lost in endless agony,
when the eyes of thoughts
are closed
in the miserable night,
when there is no hope of liberation;
when the golden conch
of the rising sun
and the silver conch of the moon
have become dumb
in the decayed dark comer,
from where
there is no path of return,
under the central point
where all lines meet,
standing before the sounds
of slow moving chariots of lamentations,
I will ask, my friend!
Please tell me:
From where did we start?
Where have we reached
in the end?
This is the place, where
the black snake of darkness
has bitten.
This is the tide
of flooding venomous waves
in the body.
This is the baffling direction,
this is the gulp
that can't be devoured.